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The Life and Death 

■ Come lifter (Colin 1 would fay ) pray pardon me [ 
G oe fellow, get thee home, provide fome Cart j. 

And bring away the Armour chatis there. 

Gentlemen, will you mufter men / 1 

If 1 know how, or which way to order thele affaires 

Thus diforderly tbruft into -my hands* 

' Never beleeve me* Both are my kinfmen, 

Th'one is my Soveraigne, whom both my oati? 

And duty bids defend : ,^heother.<igaine 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong'd, tdioifnV 
■.'Whom conlcience, and/my kindredibidsto right. 

Well, fomevv hat we muff doe: Come Cofin, 

- He diipofe of you, Gentlemen goe mufter up your men, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Callfo : ^ . 

I fhould to Plafliy too,bnt time will not permit, r - 
All is uneven,and every thing i s le ft a t fi x a rxi teven. Lx. 

Bujh .The wind fits faire for newes to goe to Ireland, 
But none returnes : for us to levy power 
Proportionable to th’encmy, is all impoffible. 

Grer. Bolides our neerenellc to the King in love. 

Is neere tbehate of thole love not the King, 

that's the wavering Commons, for their love 
Lies in their purfes, and wholo empties them. 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

, Bujh. Therein the King Bands generally condemn’d- 

Bag. If judgement lye in them, then fo doe we, 
Becaufewehavebeene everneere the King. 

•GVvrAVdl: I vvilKor -refuge ftreight toBriftoll Caftle, 
The Earle of W iltfl-ure is already there. 

Bujh. Thither wiill with you, for little office 
W ill the hgtefuil Commons performs for us, 

Except like.Curxes, to teare us all in pieces : 

Will you goe along. with us ? 

.5rf£.No,I will to Ireland to his Maiefty : 

Farewell, if hearts prelages be not vaine, 

We three here part, that nev'r fiiall mcete againe. 

Bu. That’s as Bor^e thrives to beate backs B nlltxbreoke. 

Gy. Alas poore Duke, the taske he undertakes 

Is 


tf Richard the fecend. 

Isnumbringfands,and drinking Oceans dry. 

Where one on his fide fight8,thoulands will flyef 
Bujh. Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever- 
Well, we may meet againe* ‘ 

Bag. I feare me never* Exit* 


Selena Tertia. 


Enter the Duke ofHereford t and Northum- 
berland* 

* 2«/.How farre isit my Lord to Barkley now? 

Nor , Beleeve me noble Lord, 

I am a ftranger here in Glofierjhire • 

Thefe high wide hils, and rough uneven wayes* 
Drawesout our miles, and makes them wearyiome: 
And yet our faire difeourfe hath beenc as Sugar 
Making the hard way fwcet and delegable s * 

But I bethinke me, what a weary way 
From Ravenfpurgh to Cottlhold will be found 

Thr frfent benefit that T poffeffe • 

Ana nope to joy , i s little leffe in joy 

^•I.i !my ro„ne,you„».££ r P „ 

Sent from my brother HorJeLV u ? 

Harr J h ow fares your Vnde/ * wheneel0e ver. 
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